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Though I read it with some fear that his rhymed verse
might have a monotonous effect upon the audience,
further study of the verse banished this fear; for
Murray has used his rhymes with such skill that
this possibility is counteracted.
Courtney also read it, and he was generous enough to
declare that if OEdipus was to be done it would have to be
Murray's version. His own was forthwith laid aside.
The varied interests and complexities of the situation
were beginning to crystallise. The possibility of London
being deprived of the great work because of the Censor's
farcical attitude was indignantly commented upon in the
Press. Extreme pressure was brought to bear upon
him and finally, after endless parleys and the appoint-
ment of some mysterious "advisory committee," the ban
was lifted and Murray's translation was freed. So far
was the ground cleared, but much negotiation was
before us. Professor Ordynski was despatched to
London by Professor Reinhardt with a watching brief
on the progress of the matter.1
Tree was nibbling at it, and had some agent in Berlin
who was supposed to be forwarding his interests.
Lewis Waller, I heard, was also in the running. I
went over to Frankfurt to see the Reinhardt production
at the Circus Schumann there. I was simply over-
whelmed. Moissi was the < GEdipus.' The approach
of the populace, terrified by the ravages of the plague,
and their wild appeal to ' King CEdipus ' to save them,
though probably beyond anything which Sophocles
himself visualised for the opening of his play, was one of
the most thrilling coups de theatre I have ^ever seen.
Another appalling effect was the headlong flight of the
Thebans when they suddenly behold the King self-
blinded and rendered unclean by his monstrous crime.
1 This professional atmosphere, which pervaded the German contingent at
last infected the working staff during the play's production on the stage, where
anyone in authority was by this time taken to be a * Professor.' An electrician
at the dress rehearsal met me, carrying an electric arc. He said, with a^twinkle
in his cockney eye, for he knew very well that 7 was not a * professor : Can
you tell me where this light is to go, Professor?" I said, " All lighting is from
the front, my boy." He said: "Thank you, Professor."